— Discover the series of the 
‘Best Sports Car’ of the world in 78S 


DIAMOND COMICS 


Receive free ‘Sports Car Poster’ for continuous 
Six months with new comics of 
MAHABALI SHAKA & FAULAD! SINGH 
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FAULADI SINGH & TUMULT IN THE SEA 


@ Raman & Hunger Strike @ James Bond-9 
© Chacha Bhatija & The pair of Skeletons DIAMOND COMICS PVT. LTD. 


® Mahabali Shaka & Crue! Man Eaters 2715, DARYA GANJ, NEW DELHI-110002 
© Phantom-21 (Digest) 














"I'll only come if 
I can take Coon". 





Your child and Coon 
You just can't keep them apart. 





A wide range of soft toys from the 
Chandamama Collection — each with 
its own wmique appeal! 
Every Soft Toy im the Chandamama 
Collection bas been specially made to 
bring your child years of warmth and 
TEDDY Sriendship. 
totally Safe — for children of 
any age. 
dense high quality srabatc 
fibre used. 
Washable — will not lse shape. 
And now ~ a surprise gift offer ! 
With every Chandamama Soft Toy 
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Simply fill it im nd mail it to bs 
sien addras, We will pas you gifts 
that will beep your child amused amd 
happy for boars. 

Buy Now — offer open for a limited 
period only! 

Available at all leading otlets 








‘We wiley and creany, [t's tasty and deany, 
[ts my kind of chocolate, Canpoo Creany Mill Chocolate/” 









From India's largest, most modem plant. 
Campco Limited, Mangalore. 
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Gatch the thief in the MAGGI 
WHO-DUN-(T Mystery 


Outwit aliens in your MAGGI 
RAIDERS OF THE. 





Hey Kids! Join the Maggi Club and enter 
the Maggi World of Adventure! 


Just cut out this ==" trom the front face ~e/ 
‘of 5 empty packs of Maggi Noodles and 
send them to us for each free gift of your 
choice. In 6-8 weeks, you will receive your 
fun-filled exciting gift from the Maggi Club, 
Remember to send us your name, address 
and date of birth along with your choice of 
gift. If you are already a Clubber, send us 
your membership number as well. If you're 
not a Maggi Clubber yet, this is your 
chance! Just ask for membership when 
you send us the above details. And we'll 
send you a free Maggi Club Membership 
card along with your gift! 


Our address is: 


MAGGI CLUB 
P.O. Box 5788, New Delhi-110 056. 


It you haven't collected the MAGGI BIRDHOUSE yet, do so now! aca 
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THE MAGIC PALACE: A week has passed since 
Princess’ ivati disappeared. Queen Vajreshwari 
isinconsolable. King Veerasenis confident that the 
search will be successful. Acharya Vachaspati 
calls on the king along with his disciple. He tells 
them of the invitation some Jyotishis have received 
from Acharya Jagatpati for a discussion, The Raj 
Jyotishi wonders why he has been overlooked by 
his friend, 
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VEER HANUMAN: However much they try to inflict 
injuries on Kumbhakarna, the Vanara soldiers, not 
even their leaders like Hanuman and Angada, do 
not succeed in their attempts. He now approaches 
Lakshmana, but Rama intervenes and kills 
Kumbhakarna. Ravana's anger mounts. He sends 
Devandaka, Narandaka, and Atikaya, who all meet 
withsimilar fate. Nowonly Indrajitis left. He receives 
Ravana's blessings and proceeds to take on Rama 
and Lakshmana. Initial success rests with Indrajit. 


PLUS your all-time favourite, PANCHATANTRA in 
comics form, and all the new features, besides 
stories and more stories! 
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FOCUS ON CHILDREN 


Come November, and the nation celebrates Children’s Day on 
November 14 to coincide with the birth anniversary of India’s first Prime 
Minister, Jawaharlal Nehru, whose affection towards children and 
concern for their welfare and future have been taken as guidelines in 
several other countries, especially the developing nations. 

The 7-nation South Asian Association for Regional Cooperation 
(SAARC), of which India is a member, recently held a ministerial conference 
on children in South Asia in Colombo. The conference considered a 
Charter for Children presented by the host country, Sri Lanka. 

According to the Charter, a child has been defined as any human being 
below the age of 18. Every child has the right to be protected against all 
forms of discrimination or punishment on the basis of status, activities, 
and expressed opinions of its parents, irrespective of race, sex, religion, 
or social origin. The Charter recognises the Child's fundamental right to 
life, survival, and development through education and health services. 
The conference made an appeal to the elders to join hands in facing the 
challenges of providing protection to children against starvation, 
sickness, homelessness, and violence. 

What is of special interest is, it was the Bangalore SAARC Summit in 
1986 that first decided to spotlight world attention on children, which led 
to the United Nations Convention on the Rights of the Child in 1989 which, 
again, was the precursor of the World Summit on Children in 1990. 

A special session of the 170-nation Earth Summit in Rio de Janeiro in 
June had taken note of the environmental crisis of malnutrition, disease 
and early death among children and called for an end to the violence on 
their lives. And now comes the Charter for Children from SAARC. 

All these meets have recognised that'childhood is a precious period of 
life,and the joy of living is a trait to be treasured most.” 
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A WINDOW ON THE WORLD 
TOWARDS EUROPEAN UNION 
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At first, it was European Eco- 
nomic Community(EEC) since its 
establishment in 1957. It was also 
known as the Common Market all 
these 35 years. Early this year, the 
name was made a simpler European 
Community (EC). Its twelve mem- 
bers are now striving to make it an 
European Union, which is a more 
significant expression. 











Tostart with, this economic asso- 
ciation had six members —Belgium, 
France, Italy, Luxemburg, the 
Netherlands, and West Germany. In 
1973, six more nations—Denmark, 
Treland, Greece, Spain, Portugal, and 
the United Kingdom— joined the 
EEC. 

In December 1991, the Foreign 
Ministers of these 12 nations met at 


Maastricht, in Netherlands, and 
agreed on the European Union 
“Treaty. Two months later, this sug- 
gestion was further considered by 
the leaders of all the nations, who 
then put their signatures to the treaty. 
It was also decided that the 
Maastricht Treaty should receive 
independent ratification by the 12 
nations. 

There were reasons for contem- 
plating such a Treaty. The cold war 
between the two superpowers—the 
U.S.A. and the Soviet Union—had 
come to an end with the break up of 
the latter, of which you have already 
read in one of the earlier issues. 
There is now only one superpower 
left— the U.S.A. A United Europe 
was, therefore, thoughtadvisableand 
feasible to stand against its might. 


For a union, it was necessary to 
avoid internal frontiers, so as to 


Next to Australia, Europe is 
the smallest continent. 
Geographically contiguous 
with Asia, the distinction 
between the two continents 
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allow free movement of people, 
goods, services, and capital within 
the community. The Treaty men- 
tioned January 1, 1993 to imple- 
ment this agreement. Another year, 
and the European Monetary Insti- 
tute would come into being. The 
creation of the Institute would lead 
to the establishment of a European 
Central Bank in 1997. And a com- 
mon European currency would bein 
circulation by the end of the century. 
The Treaty also envisaged for the 
Union a bigger say in education, 
culture, public health, industry, con- 
sumer protection, environment, 
transport, and telecommunications, 
besides a common foreign policy to 
assert its identity. There would also 
bea European Parliament. The 190- 
page Treaty was rightly hailed as 
envisioning something like a United 
States of Europe. 

When it went for ratification, 
Denmark rejected it; the Greek Par- 
liament accepted it by an over- 
whelming majority; and recently, 
France gave it 51 per cent "ayes" as 
against 49 per cent ‘nons'. Luxem- 
bourg and the Netherlands, too, 
have supported the Treaty. The ver- 
dict is awaited from the remaining 
seven nations before the year runs 
out. 
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The tilt of the Tower : 

The Leaning Tower of Pisa, in Italy, is one of the wonders of the modern world, attracting 
thousands of tourists from all over the world. Some people even whispered that it was 
constructed so, with the purpose of drawing people to that then little known merchant city. 
But they have all been proved wrong. Recent excavations near the tower have revealed 
that there was a huge ditch, which was filled in some ten years before the work onthe tower 
started in 1773. The tilt to the Tower must have been caused when the earth in the ditch 
began to sink. The tilt continues year after year, sometimes by even 1 cm. 


Geography-forte at five 
Five-year-old Sri Viddya is a First rd Student in a Nursery School in Madras. 
Geography is not one of her subjects as yet, but she has an uncanny knowledge of places 
(capitals and majortowns all over the world), mountains, rivers, lakes, oceans, anddeserts. 
Open out an atlas and ask her to locate a place; she will correctly point out what you want. 
Or simply ask aquestion, and she will answer from memory. Like, the capital of Zimbabwe? 
Sri Viddya will not take a second to say, "Harare." She was recently made a junior member 
of the National Geographic Society of the U.S.A. Incidentally, her interest in atlases and 
maps began when she was two years, while she sat on the lap of her uncle as he pored 
over his school atlas. 
A different 'save' 

Goalkeeper Paul Edmonds does not remember the number of ‘saves' he must have made 
on the field. But the save the 28-year-old footballer made on August 11 will ever remain in 
his memory, for, it was something different. He was on his way home from a game when 
he saw2-year-old shee from the window ledge 12 metres (nearly 40ft) above. 
He ran in time to catch hold of her in his strong arms. "He's a hero to us,” said the girl's 
mother Karen Grant, of Stevenage, England. 








The King of Sitapur had a minister in charge of the treasury. He had 
seen service with the king for several years, but what the king was 
unaware of was, the man used to quibble with the accounts and take 
money for his own needs. This practice went on unchecked. 

One day, the king became suspicious and made discreet enquiries 
which only confirmed his suspicion. The minister was summoned to 
the court; everybody expected the king to dismiss him. Much to their 
surprise, the king only admonished him. “You've done something 
very wrong. If you were to repeat it, take it from me, your services will 
be terminated!” the king warned him. 

The queen, who was present in the court, later asked the king, 
“Why did you let him off like that? You should have dismissed him 
straight away.” 

“Poor man, he must have been in dire need of money. He had two 
ugly-looking daughters to be married; he had also started building 
his house. Now that I’ve warned him, I’m sure he'll be honest in future. 
He must also have realised that he wouldn’t get employed anywhere 
else at this age. Moreover, how are we certain that a new incumbent 
will not indulge in a similar habit?” 

The queen was happy the way the king argued his point. 
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MEANWHILE, THE KING AND 


ATS ALL THIS COMMO- 
THE PRINCESS COME THAT \TION? 








THe TELL HIM WHAT HAP- / SO....H 





‘ONE GETS ONLY WHAT ONE 
DESERVES. 
he 








HIRANYAKA CONCLUDES / SO 
MARRIES THE PRINCESS|| 
BECOMES THE KING, AND} 











‘801 REALISED THATMONEY 
IS NOT THE ONLY WORTHY 
POSSESSION. ONE SHOULD 
HAVE CHARACTER, WIS: 
DOM, AND CONTENTMENT, 




























if ONE HAS DETERMINA- 
THAT'S MY STORY. AT THAT MY FRIEND! WHY DO YOU) [MPSALLONESFATE.AKING | | TION. TO HIM EVEN KAILAS 
MOMENT, LAGHUPATA, BECOME A IS NOT TOO HIGH OR THE 


AND A BEGGAR A KING BAGH RUOCEAN ENE 


‘KNOW THAT YOUR PURSE 
8 LEAN, BUT YOUVE 
BRAINS AND VIGOUR. SO} 
WHY WORRY? 





DON'T KNOW WHY IM UN- 
LE TO EARN MONEY LIKE] 
THERS, EVEN THOUGH| 


'M MAKING FINER CLOTH| 
(AN THEY. 





Awise man keeps himself away from a person he dislikes, 
from enmity to others, from other's wives, from unrighteous 
conduct, and from falsehood. 
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Towards Better English 


The other day, newspapers carried the picture of a white elephant in one of 
the zoos abroad ~ a rare phenomenon. Must be an albino, thought Venkata 
Subramaniam of Machilipatnam. But he has often heard the expression ‘white 
elephant' cropping up in conversations, and wonders what it means. There is 
an interesting story about white elephants, which were Once not so rare in 
south-east Asia, especially in Siam (now Thailand). They used to be prized 
possessions, held as sacred animals, and were, therefore, not put to any use 
— like carrying logs as normal elephants do. They were as such useless and 





proved expensive to maintain. The King of Siam, if everhe wished to slightany | 


of his subjects, presented him with a white elephant for, that would ensure his 
ruin! So, anything that gives more trouble thanitis worth canbe termed awhite 
elephant. Incidentally, there are pink elephants, too. If anyone is over indulgent 
with his ‘drink’, he is sure to get hallucinations — very 


Ly 


pink elephants! 

| Raman Nambiar of Cannanore has never heard of anyone burning his boats. 
| That will be a foolish act, he says. It was not, for Julius Caesar and other 
| conquerors who went on invading one country after another, staking every- 
thing on success. So, what they did was ~ on landing in a country, they went 
about burning all their boats, making sure that there was no chance of retreat, 
not even to think of it. They were so firm about victory. By burning your boats, 
you do not have an opportunity to change your mind. If you change your mind, 
now, that will be something foolish! What do you say? 

Notthat he would want to try and twist the lion's tailafter he came across that 
expression in some newspaper, but reader Jyotiranjan Biswal, of Durgapur, 
wishes to know its meaning. If he attempts such an exercise, he would only 
harass Great Britain. The lion is part of Great Britain's insignia, carried by its 
marching armies. The word ‘lion’ once represented a conspicuous person in 
Britain, because it used to keep lions in the famous Tower of London. A great 
{_Indian once did twist the lion's tail. Who? Who else than Mahatma Gandhil 











(Mahendranath, in his search for the 
of his hazardous journey through the 
island resort in the centre, at a huge 





Princess vati, ends one stage 
on one of the lake, with the 


mansion built on the peak of a mountain, 


Thanks to an obliging gate-keeper, he is able to take rest in his room and comes 


to know of an important woman visitor to 


the place.) 











fter he had eaten the food 

that the gate-keeper had 
brought him, Mahendranath lay 
down as there was no sign of him 
for some time. He was feeling 
tired from his long walk since 
early morning. For most part of 
the day, he had also been climb- 
ing the mountain-side till he 
came to the huge mansion situ- 











ated on the peak. He thanked his 
lucky stars that he found some- 
one who readily offered him 
shelter at least for the night. 

For a while Mahendranath 
recollected all that had happened 
after his meeting with the hermit 
the previous evening. He was still 
curious but could not think of 
any reason why the old sage 











A SURPRISE OFFER 
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should have shed tears at the time 
of parting. Suddenly he remem- 
bered the ring that the hermit had 
given him and felt around his 
fingers to reassure himself that it 
was safe with him. 
Mahendranath did not know 
when he had fallen asleep or 
whether the gate-keeper had 
later joined him in the room. He 
vaguely remembered having 
heard the clang of the chain on 
the gate. When he woke up, he 
found a flurry of activity all 
around the place. A little later, 
the gate-keeper entered the room 
with two plates and extended one 





busy,” he added, with a smile. “I 
-should not stay here any longer, 
‘lest it causes embarrassment to 
} you, my friend.” 





CHANDAMAMA 
20 





to Mahendranath. As they ate 
their food, he asked his friend, 
“So, your master has come back, 
hasn’t he?” 

The gate-keeper raised his 
head. “How did you know?” 

“I think I heard the gate chain 
being knocked, though I don’t 
know at which part of the night it 
was,” explained Mahendranath. 
“And I find everybody is quite 



















“Of course, my master is here,” 
said the gate-keeper, “but he 
seldom appears in these parts of 
the place; so you needn’t be in 
any hurry to go away. You may 
remain here for one or two more 
days before you start for Hima- 
giri. Meanwhile, let me check up 
whether my master can offer you 
some work.” The gate-keeper 
seemed to have taken a liking for 
the young man. 

“Thank you, my good friend,” 
responded Mahendranath. “I 
shall be ever grateful to you. 
However, I should not overstep 
your hospitality. Maybe I shall 
stay for one more day and take 
rest before I continue my jour- 


















ney. Of course, if your master 
agrees to engage me, I shall stay 
back for a while.” 

“You leave all that to me,” 
remarked the gate-keeper. 

After the gate-keeper had gone 
away with the plates, Mahendra- 
nath remained in the room for 
sometime, watching the activity 
outside through the lone win- 
dow. Suddenly, an idea struck 
him. Why should he not mingle 
himself among the servants and 
pose as one of them? That might 
give him an opportunity to roam 
the place and satisfy himself 
about the suspicion lurking in his 
mind regarding the missing prin- 
cess and the very important 


woman-visitor in that palatial 
mansion. He waited for the gate- 
keeper to come back. When there 
was no sign of him for some time, 
Mahendranath cautiously made 
his way into the crowd. 
While some of them dusted 
and cleaned the figurines and 
statuettes in the garden, some 
others were planting and trans- 
planting and pruning the plants 
in the garden all around. Others 
were busy wiping the dust off the 
windows and doors. For a short 
while, Mahendranath lent his 
hand to the gardeners, who took 
him to be one of them, failing to 
notice that he was a stranger. He 
then slowly got on to the 











be 


verandah and, untying his shawl 
around the waist, began to polish 
the windows and doors. This 
exercise enabled him to peep into 
the rooms. Most of them were 
unoccupied—at least those 
whose doors had been left open. 
Some doors would not open 
when he gave them a push. 
Something strange that he 
noticed in those rooms he could 
peep into was the presence of 
mirrors—of various shapes and 
sizes—placed and hung all along 
the walls. 

Mahendranath continued his 
toil along the verandahs and, 


_engaged in some work or the 
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without drawing anyone’s atten- 
tion or curiosity, he even casually 
strayed into the passages inside, 
but carefully avoided climbing 
any of the staircases that came in 
his view. It is not as though he did 
not come across anybody, but 
most of them were servants 












other. 

One of the passages led him 
into a large room. Like others, 
this room was full of mirrors. 
Seated on the floor, on velvet- 
covered platforms were three 
aged pundits. Two of them were 
poring over ancient books, while 
the third was looking at some 
charts and diagrams drawn on a 
dark portion of the floor. One 
half of the door was open and 
Mahendranath unwittingly 
pushed the other half and 
entered. For a moment he was 
not sure whether he had seen only 
three persons or the room had 
more of them. The next moment 
he knew it was a trick played by 
the low mirrors on the walls. 






















“Who are you?” one of the }- 






pundits facing the door questi- 
oned him. There was a streak of 
displeasure running across his 
face. “Don’t disturb us!” 
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Mahendranath did not dis- 
close his identity. He merely said, 
‘“T came to dust the place. I’m 
sorry if I had disturbed you, sire. 
It was not my intention. Please 
bear with me. I shall come back 
later,” he added very casually. 

“This room was kept ready for 
us; there’s nothing more to be 
done here. You may go away!” 

“Yes, sire!” said Mahendra- 
nath apologetically. He bowed 
low and casually stepped back 
into the passage. Before he did 
that, he did not fail to notice that 
all three of them were attired in 
the same kind of clothes, of the 
same colour. How strange! 

It was nearing noon and 
Mahendranath decided to trace 
his way back to the gate-keeper’s 
room, wondering how he would 
explain his absence from the 
room in case his friend had 
looked him up in between. He 
reached the room without 
attracting anybody’s attention. 
Soon, the gate-keeper joined 
him, bringing food for him. “Did 
you have some rest?” 

Mahendranath felt relieved. 
Evidently, his friend had been 
kept busy elsewhere and did not 
get back to his room till then. “Oh, 


yes, I had a good rest. This place 


seems to be full of servants; I hada 
good time watching them at 
work,” he told the gate-keeper, 
who had by then stretched his 
weary legs. “Your master.... did 


Before Mahendranath could |}. 


complete the sentence, the gate- 
keeper answered him. “My mas- 
ter has not come alone this time. 
He -was accompanied by three 
persons. They looked like Jyoti- 
shis. We had to get ready some 
rooms for them in a hurry. It 
looks as though they'll stay here 
for afew days. They all had lunch 
together, and later I saw my 
master go into his room. If he 
were to come out into the garden, 
T'll have a chance to meet him.” 

Mahendranath saw that his 
friend had fallen asleep. He 
would need to sleep for sometime 


‘before he resumed his duty later 


in the night. He himself moved 
near the window to keep a vigil. 
There was some more time for 
the sun to set. As Mahendra- 
nath’s eyes wandered from one 
corner of the garden to another, 
he saw a figure, who he guessed 
might be the master of the 
mansion. Though he had grown 
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his hair and was sporting a 
trimmed beard, it was impossible 
to assess his age. However, he 
had a royal look about him, 
Mahendranath decided. The 
man wore a long, flowing robe of 
silk and seemed to be in a 
contemplative mood. Once or 
twice he even turned his face 
towards the gate-keeper’s room. 
Mahendranath thought he 
would better alert his friend. 
“Wake up! Your master is in the 
garden. I’ve a feeling he’s looking 
for you.” 
| The gate-keeper jumped up 
from his bed spread on the floor. 
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He peeped through the window. 
“Yes, you're right. That’s my 
master. But, how do you know 
he’s looking for me? I hope he 
had not seen you.” 

“No, I don’t think he has seen 
me,” assured Mahendranath. “I 


“didn’t go anywhere near the| 


window. But I saw him turn his 
face towards this room.” 

The gate-keeper patted his 
dress to its place, wiped his face 
with a towel, put on his turban, 
and rushed out. His heavy steps 
seemed to have attracted the 
attention of his master. He 
turned to him and Mahendra- 
nath found both of them engaged 
in conversation for sometime. 
The master was gesticulating as if 
he was referring to certain other 
parts of the building. The gate- 
keeper bowed low and withdrew 
himself from the presence of the 
master. Mahendranath saw him | 
move in the direction indicated 
by the master, who had by then | 
walked back to the verandah and | 
disappeared inside. 

Before it was dark, the gate- | 
keeper returned and he greeted | 
Mahendranath with a smile. | 
“I’ve some good news for you. 
Master wants to change the gate- | 
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keeper on the other side where 
the women folk normally stay. 
He has asked me to find someone 
strong who can keep awake for 
long hours. Do you think...?” 

_ “Yes, yes,” Mahendranath 
responded excitedly. “I shall give 
it a try. I can start straight away 
as I had had a good rest all 
through the day. Will you show 
me the place?” 

“That’s fine, my good friend!” 
said the gate-keeper. “Come on, I 
shall take you to that part of the 
place. People seldom come that 
way.” 

The gate-keeper lit a lantern 
and led Mahendranath along a 


winding path till they reached 
some steps which climbed down 
to another iron gate, heavily 
chained. From the gate, nothing 
much of the building could be 
seen. Mahendranath stationed 


himself there. “There’s nothing 
much to do here, so you may take 
it easy. I shall bring your food 
here and you can go back to the 
room after I come here and check 
up with you in the morning. Be 
alert!” He then went away. 

A couple of hours later, the 
gate-keeper returned with some 
food for Mahendranath. 
“Here’re the keys. Keep them 
safe, and don’t let yourself out!” 
he said with a mischievous smile, 
“You'll only reach the jungle! 
Few know the route this side, so 
you'll have no callers.” 

After he had departed, Mahen- 
dranath wondered: he might not 
have any callers. But suppose 
someone inside wished to go out? 
If so, what should he do? Could 
he let her out? Anyway, he 
decided to remain alert. 
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TALES FROM MANY LANDS (SWEDEN) 


THE SHEPHERD BOY AND HIS 
LITTLE FRIENDS 





here was once a poor she- 

pherd boy named Johan who 
lived with his stepmother. She 
was indeed a heartless lady and 
always grumbled to give her son 
even a morsel of food. So much 
wool she had, yet she never 
bothered to provide him with 
sufficient clothings during the 
cold winter. The helpless little 
boy suffered quietly without a 
word of complaint and tended 
the sheep on the green hills 
nearby. 








One day, as Johan was looking 
for a lamb that had gone astray, 
he saw glittering in the sunshine a 
tiny shoe of the whitest and the 
clearest glass. He picked it up and 
had taken but a few steps when he 
found a little red cap, set round 
with silver frills. It was almost 
evening when he chanced to 
strike his foot against a golden 
bell that lay in the grass. It gave 
forth so sweet and magical a 
sound that all his sheep gathered 
in a while and stood still to listen. 








The lost lamb, too, came gambol- 
ling, as if from nowhere and 
joined the flock. 

It was getting late, and the 
shepherd boy walked fast home- 
wards wondering who could be 
the owners of these little things he 
held in his hands. Suddenly he 
heard a faint sound of music, 
singing, and laughter. He 
strained both his ears and eyes 
and saw in the light of the moon, 
which had just risen over the 
hills, a strange sight. Beside the 
rippling streamlet and around a 
small flame danced and sang a 
host of wee little people. 

‘Ah! That must be the elfin- 
dance of the fairy tales. These 
things must surely belong to 
these elves,” thought Johan. So 
dropping on to his knees he 
gently asked, “Excuse me, little 
Friends, have you lost a glass 
shoe, a red cap, and a golden 
bell?” 

The fanfare at once came to a 
standstill and in a chorus, which 
almost seemed like a whisper, 
they replied, “At last, the magical 
bell, shoe of glass, and the frilled 
cap of red have been found. 
Hurrah!” 

Then Johan felt something 
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climbing onto his shoulder. On it 
stood the king of the elves with a 
flowing white beard touching his 
toes. “You have done us a good 
turn. We are grateful and in 
return you may ask for three 
wishes,” he said, almost tickling 
the shepherd boy’s ear. 

Johan at once told the wishes 
that he had so often dreamt of, 
lying in his tumble-down hut. “I 
wish to be a king, and I wish to 
have a great palace and a very 
beautiful queen!” 

“You’ve wished no trifle 
wishes!” said the old man. 
“Nevertheless, listen carefully to 
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cruel stepmother. 

The following night he set 
forth according to the instruc- 
tions of the old elf-king. The 
journey was arduous, over hills 
and dales. Thrice did the sun rise 
and thrice did it set and still he 
seemed to be far from his destina- 
tion. At last on the fourth day, he 
came to a magnificent palace. He 
asked for some work and was 
taken to tend the royal sheep and 
cattle as the king was in need of a 
herd-boy. Soon, he came to be 
liked and respected by one and all 
as the wild wolves never managed 
| to get a single animal from his 
| what I’ve to tell you. Tomorrow custody. 

when the owls have begun to Years passed by. Johan had 
hoot, follow that bright star now grown up into a handsome 
twinkling in the sky. It will lead and vigorous young man. The 

















| pipe. Ifever you fall into trouble, into the fairest figure. In fact, 
play a sweet strain and you shall Johan had met the princess on 
receive help. Mind you, the several occasions, when he was a 
greater the peril, the sweeter and boy and she a young girl. He had 
sadder should be the tune. The always been delighted to do so 
use of the pipe is limited to three and one day, she had even 
times only and no more.” requested him to take charge of 
Then, bidding farewell, the elf- her little white lamb and protect 
king disappeared and Johan bent it from the wolves. But he was 
his steps homewards, rejoicing as unaware that she was the king’s 
he went along thatsoonhe would daughter. 
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be free from the clutches of his It so happened that one day, 





to a royal palace. Take this princess of the realm, toorencanagrs a 









the princess was missing and was 
nowhere to be found. There was 
great sorrow in the realm. The 
king finally made a proclamation 
that whosoever should recover 
his daughter shall not only win 
her hand but also half of the 
kingdom. A number of brave and 
gallant knights, princes and 
warriors set forth to find the lost 
princess. Alas, many never 
returned, but those who did, 
brought no tidings of her. 

Johan drove the sheep to the 
pasture as usual, but it was in 
sadness that he did so, for the 
thought of the princess never left 
his mind, One night, the elfin 
king appeared in his dream and 
said, “Follow the direction of the 
Pole Star and there you will find 
whom you miss!” 

Everyone laughed when the 
shepherd boy sought the king’s 
consent to go and seek the 
princess. “How can a poor shep- 
herd think of doing what so many 
brave princes and knights have 
failed to accomplish?” laughed 
everyone in the royal court. 
Nevertheless, the king gave him 
permission and wished him suc- 
cess in his mission. 





For several tedious aye and 


little pipe from his pocket; yl 



















nights he travelled through dense, 
forests, facing adventures. At 
last, he saw a white marble palace 
that stood on an island in the 
middle of a deep blue lake. He 
surveyed it and saw flowing from 
the window of one of its tall 
towers, lovely tresses of hair 
gleaming in the sunlight. He 
recognised them at once for they 
belonged to the lost princess. His 
heart leaped up in joy. 

But how could he get there? 
The lake was full of ferocious 
crocodiles. He remembered the | 
gift of the elves. Taking out the 








played a sad sweet tune, In a 
trice, there appeared before him 
an elfin boy with a red cap set 
round with silver frills. “What 
does thou wish of me?” he asked. 

“T want to be taken across the 
lake to the marble palace 
yonder,” he said. 

“Hop on to my back,” said'the 
wee little being. 

The youth did so, most hesit- 
antly indeed! For the elf’s back 
was not large enough even to 
carry his little finger! But in a 
moment he found himself riding 
a huge eagle which darted 
through the air and stopped not 
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till it reached its destination. j 


Johan stealthily made his way | 
to the tower. He softly sang a 
song. The song that he used to 
sing often while he tended the 
royal flock of sheep. The princess 
did not fail to recognise his voice. 
She came to the window and 
waved her hands. 

The sun had already set and it 
was a dark and moonless night. 
The shepherd once again blew on 
his pipe and summoned his elfin 
friend. With his help he ascended 
the tower and unbound the 
golden chains that had impri- 
soned the princess. They soon 
came down to the margin of the 
lake. 

The elf-king rang the little 
golden bell and there stood 
before them the wee little damsel 
with the tiny glass shoes, which 
the shepherd had found in the 
grass. “Take them across to the 
other side,” ordered her master. 

The little girl at once changed 
herself into a beautiful white 
swan. It was large enough for the 
princess and the shepherd to sit 
on its back. “Mind you,” cauti- 
oned the elf-king, “the princess 
must not be terrified whatever 
may happen. For, then, my 





power will come to an end.” 

The swan began to float on the 
placid water and the crocodiles 
docily swam around it. For the 
golden bell that hung around the 
bird’s neck produced its enchant- 
ing tune, 

Meanwhile the giant, the mas- 
ter of the marble palace, was 
woken up by his magic mirror in 
which he saw his captive fleeing 
with a youth. Changing himself 
into a huge hawk he pursued 
them, The swan, upon hearing 
the loud clapping of the giant’s 
wings close behind them, sud- 
denly dived below the surface of 
the water. Terrified, the princess 
uttered a scream and the elf- 
king’s charm was at an end. 
Seizing the two fugitives in his 
long talons, the giant returned to 
his island. He cast the brave 
deliverer into the deepest and the 
darkest dungeon of his castle and 
the princess into the tallest tower. 

Johan was in great despair. 
Suddenly, he remembered that 
he can make use of the pipe once 
again, for the last time. He blew 
on it a lovely strain and indeed it 
was the saddest and the sweetest 
one. He saw a blue light in the 


darkness and the elf-king 





appeared and greeted him. 
“What would you like me to do 
for you this time?” he asked. 

“I wish to deliver the princess | 
and take her safely to her father’s 
arms,” he replied. 

The old man then led him 
through a secret passage into a 
spacious hall, which happened to 
be the giant’s treasury. Taking 
out from a large wooden chest a 
suit of armour, resplendent with 
pure gold, he asked the youth to | 
put it on. Then he hung a sword | 
by his side and said, “The giant is | 
destined to fall only by this sword 
and armour and no other power 
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on the earth can get rid of him.” 
They then returned to the dun- 
geon and Johan thanked the elf- 
king who, wishing him good 
luck, disappeared. 

It was a day of festivities in the 
island kingdom. For, it was the 
day when the giant was to wed 
the fair princess and behead the 
captive young man. It was eve- 
ning and time for the giant to 
conduct his bride-to-be to the 
court, where the guests had 
assembled to witness the two 
great events. He ordered his men 
to fetch the wretched prisoner in 
the dungeon. 

But his men were awe-struck to 


find standing before them a bold 
and dazzling warrior instead of 
the simple shepherd. Frightened, 
they fled and Johan pursued 
them to the great gathering. He 
then addressed the giant very 
curtly, “Now get ready to duel 


with me for thy fair bride!” He 
drew the sword which blazed like 
fire and blinded everyone for a 
moment. The giant at once, 
recognised the blade under which 
he was doomed to fall. Terror- 
struck, he tried to flee but the 
brave, golden-armoured knight 
in a flash severed his head, 

Their return to their palace 
was smooth. 

Amidst great rejoicings, the 
beautiful princess and the hand- 
some shepherd wedded and they 
soon succeeded the old royal 
pair. Johan did not forget his 
stepmother in his happiness and 
fetched her to live with him. 

When the full-moon shone in 
the sky, Johan the king and his 
queen often went to the grassy 
spot, beside the stream on the 
hill, and revelled with their elfin 
friends! 

—Retold by Anup Kishore Das 
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The sun was harsh as King Solomon 
rode on his flying throne. Some yul- 
‘tures passing by tefused to give him 
shade. He cursed them: they are even 
now without any feathers around their 
neck. A party of hoopoes came along 
and flew above him, protecting him 
from the sun. He offered areward. They 
wished for a crest of gold. Solomon 
suggested a change. No, they wanted 
only a golden crest. The wish was 
granted. Butthe birds were cruelly killed 
for the gold. Solomon chastised them for being haughty and gave them a crest of 
feathers. 

This crest is the most distinguishing feature of the hoopoe, which is the lone 
representative of the family Upupidae in India. Yet another feature is the black-and- 
white zebra markings on its back, wings, and tail. Otherwise, this 1-foot long bird is 
fawn-coloured. The fanshaped crest is retractable. While the bird digs in the soil for 
food, the crestis retracted and projects like a point behind the head, On being excited, 
the crest opens out like a fan and gives the bird a regal look. Ithas along, thin, slightly 
curved bill looking like a nail-cutter. The bird lets out a soft musical call-hoo-po or 
hoo-po-po which has given it the name. 

Hoopoe nests can be found in holes on walls and roofs, besides tree hollows, and 
are made up of filthy rags, hair, straw, and rubbish, all of which emit a stench. 
However, the bird is considered a farmer's friend, because it preys on agricultural 
pests. 





INDIA THROUGH 


HER UTSRATURE 


India is a great country which has nurtured so many kinguages and so many 
cultures through the ages. Each major language of India has a rich literature. We 
now more or less about the great books of the past. But we know little about the 
outstanding books of our own times. In these pages, Chandamama will tell you 
the stories of the novels of our age, written in different Indian languages. The 
narration will be very brief, but we hope, this will inspire our readers to read the 
full book in original or in translation in the future. ee 


PARAJA: A STORY OF THE CHILDREN 
OF THE HILLS 


Miles and miles of hills and forests in 
the district of Koraput, Orissa, have in 
them small villages. The dwellers are 
Parajas, Kondhs, and people of other 
tribes. As they are extremely simple and 
innocent, they are mercilessly exploited 
by some clever fellows from the so-called 
world of civilization. 

Sukru Jani is a poor Paraja. His wife, 
who had been carried away by a tiger, left 
behind two sons named Mandia and 
Tikra and two daughters named Jili and 
Bili. 

Sukru incurred the wrath of a petty 
offical and had to appease him with bribe. 

For that, he had to borrow from a money-lender, who, is greedy and cruel. In 
& lieu of the loan, he and his younger son had to “mortgage” themselves to the 
money-lender. They must work as slaves until they had paid up the money 
with compound interest. For many poor tribals that was never possible and 
they had to work all their life as slaves. The system was known as Goti. 
Sukru’s elder son, Mandia who was brewing liquor, was caught by the 
officials and he too had to bribe them, borrowing money from the same. 
money-lender. Along with his father and younger brother, Mandia too 














became a slave 

The two girls went to 
work in a quarry. 

Sukru calculated that 
| they could never earn 
enough to buy their free- 
| dom. They mortgaged 
their plot of land with the 
Ma | money-lender and were set 

| free. 

Sukru brought the girls 

| back home, but they had 

} meanwhile grown accus- 

tomed to freedom. Jili, the 

HES elder girl, did not like to 

remain confined to their hut. That is why, when the money-lender camped in 
their village and took a fascination for her, she began to meet him secretly. 

But their relationship became public. Sukru was furious, but what could he 
do? A Paraja girl had enjoyed the freedom to go the way she liked. The proud 
money-lender led Jili to his headquarters, humiliating Sukru and his sons, 

Mandia and Tikru, the two able-bodied sons of Sukru, at last earned 
enough to pay the money-lender his due. But the money-lender was not willing 
to part with the land because he had begun to cultivate orange on it. Sukru 





went to the court at Koraput. A date for the hearing was fixed. But bribed by . 


the money-lender, the court officials gave Sukru a false date. By the time 
Sukru and his sons reached the town confident of winning the case, it had 
already been decided in the money-lender’s favour. 

The three hapless Parajas saw dark. They wept bitterly and went to meet the 
money-lender. They pleaded with him to be kind to them and return their land. 
But the money-lender called them names and kicked them and shamelessly 
announced, “I've enslaved only one of your girls. I will do the same to the other 
girl too!” 

Suddenly the axe in Sukru’s hand struck the villain at lightning speed. “You 
have usurped our land, but you cannot enjoy it!” shouted all the three. Jili 
came out, but fled in panic. 

The three naive tribals proceedéd to the police station, carrying with them 
the head of the money-lender. 

“We've killed him. Deal with us as you ought to,” they told the officer. 

The officer gave out a cry of horror. 

Gopinath Mohanty (1914-1991), the author of this Oriya novel, is 
considered the greatest novelist of the day in Oriya. He was the first Oriya 
writer to receive the Sahitya Akademi Award as well as the J; nanapith award. 
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. Which is the temple town that lies between the two hills, Indragiri and 
Chandragiri? 

. Who founded Persia? 

. What great event took place on November 9, 1990? 

. Name of the emperor of Mongolia who conquered China? 

. When was Bangladesh created? 

. Who was the social reformer, who founded the Brahmo Samaj and fought 
against thé pernicious custom of ‘sati’? 

. What historic event was commemorated on October 12 this year? 

;. Who are the Moplahs? 

. What is the national bird of the U.S.A.? 

). Who in Indian mythology died from an arrow that struck his heel? 

. Four seas are named after colours. Which are they? 

. How long is the world’s longest rail line? 

. Who is the only woman to win the Nobel Prize twice? 

. Who invented the bi-focal lens (used in spectacles)? 

. What is the first UNESCO-sponsored international town? Where is it 
situated? 
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New Tales of King Vikram and the 
Vampire | 


LOVE, THE 
HEALER 


ark was the night and weird the 
atmosphere. It rained from time 
to time, gusts of wind shook the | 
trees. Between thunderclapsand the | 
moaning of jackals could be heard 
the eerie laughter of spirits. Flashes 
oflightning revealed fearsome faces, | 
But King Vikramaditya did not | 
Swerve a bit. He climbed the ancient 
tree once again and brought down 
the corpse. However, as soon as he 
began crossing the desolate crema- 
tion grounds with the corpse lying 
on his shoulder, the vampire that 
Possessed the corpse spoke: "O 
King! You're making untiring ef- 
forts and without respite as if you 
wish to achieve something. [admire 
your tenacity and courage. But that 
tenacity may lose its strength when 
circumstances change. There is a 
fine example of such a situation in 
the story of Kanakangi. You may 
listen to that story." The vampire 
began the narration thus: 
Kanakangi was the beautiful 





| daughter of the King of Kalinga. 
Word about her beauty spread far 
and wide and several kings and 
princes fromneighbouring countries 
sought her hand in marriage. Her 
father one day spoke to her about 
these offers. "Whosoever you think 
is the best suitor will be acceptable 
to me, too" Kanakangi told her 
father. 

However, Kanakangi really 
wished to marry the Prince of Malwa. 
He was handsome and well-man- 
nered. Though she did not reveal her 
desire to her father, the king had 
come to know of it and he, too, 
approved of the match. However, he 





| 


had some compulsions. 


“My darling!" he called Kana- | 
kangi by his side one day. "I know | 
that you wish to marry the Prince of | 
Malwa. I'm really sorry, but it looks | 
as though you have to wed the Prince 
of Anga, instead. That alone can 
save our kingdom from an attack by 
that country. The Prince is not only 
ugly to look at, but cruel as well. I'm 
Teally in a fix, my dear daughter.” 

Kanakangi was shocked at what 
her father had told her. When she 
tealised how the king would-have 
been forced to take such a decision, 
she agreed with his views. If she did | 
not marry the Anga Prince, their 
kingdom would certainly be attacked 
and conquered; her parents might be 
imprisoned; and the people would 
be put to a lot of trouble. It was the 
duty ofa king to protect his subjects, 
even forsaking the wish of a single 
person, 

“Father, I value the safety of the 
kingdom and the welfare of the 
people, more than my own happi- 
ness," said Kanakangi. "You may go 
ahead with the preparations for the 
wedding ." The king was overjoyed 
when he listened to his daughter. 
However, he was equally aware of 
his daughter's unhappiness and 
sorrow 
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| Now, there lived in the forests of 


Chitra, in Kalinga, a wizard called 

Mayendra. He propitiated various 
| gods and goddesses and secured 
| from them several boons . His ambi- 
tion was to become the lord of the 
universe. One of the goddesses ap- 
peared before him, one day, and told 
him that Kanakangi should herself 
willingly agree to marry him. Were 
he to force her into marriage, then he 
would lose all his powers and he 
would become an ordinary mortal, 
she warned him. 

Mayendra went to meet Kana- 
kangi. By his magic powers he was 
able to enter her chambers without 
the knowledge of anybody in the 
palace. Shé was then fast asleep. He 
was struck by her beauty. She woke 
| up at dawn and was horrified to see 
a stranger in her room. "Don't be 
afraid. I've come to seek your hand," 
Mayendra announced the purpose 
of his visit. 

"I'm a princess," Kanakangi re- 
minded him."And you're a mere 
magician. I won't marry a magi- 
cian." 

"Don't dare reject my proposal!" 
said Mayendra harshly. "If I want, 
mind you, Ican even shift the whole 
palace with you inside, to wherever 

I wish. It would, therefore, be better 











if you accept me and go with me as. 
my wife. I assure you, you will be 
happy. And if you don't accept me, 
T'll wreak vengeance on you and 
destroy the entire kingdom." 

Kanakangi found herself in-a di- 
lemma. She realised that the man 
was really capable of carrying out 
his threat. She thought for a while. 
"All right, if you want me to marry 
you, you must agree to three condi- 
tions. Andif you don'tagree to them, 
I shall take my life." 

Mayendra thenremembered what 
the goddess had told him-that he 
should not force Kanakangi and she 
should willingly agreeto accept him. | 
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| He became wise and agreed to fulfil 
her conditions. "Let me hear them," 
"The people of this kingdom be- 
long to two religious groups and are 
often at loggerheads with each other. 
I want them to forget all differences 
and be united." 

"That'll be done. Whatis the other 
condition?" asked Mayendra. 

"My father has several officials 
to carry out his orders,” explained 
Kanakangi,"but all his welfare 
schemes are notreaching the people. 
Evidently, some of these officials 
are corrupt. The king has not been 
able to identify them. You must find 
them out and see that they stop their 


evil ways.” 

Even before Mayendra could re- | 
mind her, Kanakangi came out with 
her third condition. "The Prince of | 
Anga is one of my suitors, but he is 
very cruel. He has warned us that if | 
I were to reject him, he would de- 
stroy our kingdom, So, it's your job | 
to convert him to be a good person. 
Are you ready to fulfil all these 
conditions?" 

Mayendra was pensive for some- 
time. "You seem to be in a predica- 
ment, O Princess!" he observed. "In 
such a state, how can you agree to 
marry me ?" | 

"If [can save my country, "said 
Kanakangi, "by marrying the cruel 
Prince of Angada, I'll even agree to 
that. I'mready tosacrificeanything- | 
even my personal happiness - for the 
sake of the kingdom, for the welfare 
of the people. If that be so, why can't 
I marry you, provided you fulfil my 
conditions?" 

"All right," said Mayendra. "I 
shall fulfil all that you want and then 
come back. Till then, you should 
wait for me and not marry anyone | 
else. You wear this necklace and 
never take it off. Nobody will even | 
touch you, because the necklace will 
then take the form of a snake." He 
himself put the necklace on 


an 


Kanakangi and departed. 

Mayendra went back to his abode 
in the forest and worshipped his 
favourite gods and goddesses. They 
appeared before him, when he ex- 
plained the three conditions set by 
Princess Kanakangi. "Whatever 
magic powers and mantras thatyou 
had asked for, we've already given 
you. What you now ask of us is 
beyond our own powers. We advise 
you to propitiate the Goddess of 
Love-as it is only through love that 
you can bring unity among the 
people, reform the corrupt, and re- 
move evil thoughts from human 
beings." The gods and goddesses 
thus expressed their inability, but 
suggested a way out, 

Mayendra thought for a long 
while, analysing his own acts and 
deeds and way of behaviour. He 
went into long meditation as a pen- 
ance, and when the form of the God- 

|dess of Love came to his mind, he 

started her worship. She appeared 
before him and said, “Unless you've 
Love in you, you won't be able to 
achieve your wish. You've been in- 
dulging in evil thoughts and deeds, 
to achieve your selfish motives. It 
may take some days even to reform 
you. You'll have to bide your time, 
but I shall help you." 





Mayendra went out among the 
people and weaned them to his side 
with the help of his wizardry. The | 
people were left with wonder on 
witnessing his magic powers. They 
looked at him with awe and rever- 
ence. He was able to solve their 
problems and thus endeared himself 
to them. While the people forgot 
their differences among themselves, 
Mayendra too was observing 
changes in him. His mind was filled 
with spiritual thoughts which he | 
shared with the people. "There's only 
one God. Religion came into being | 
only to take people nearer toGod. In 
unity lies all our strength," he told 1 
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them. 

Among those who went to listen 
to his discourses were the officials 
appointed by the king. They, too, 
became his devotees and desisted 
from acts of corruption. 

Mayendra's name and fame 
spread to other countries. The 
Prince of Anga came to Kalinga 
to invite him to his kingdom. 
Mayendra accepted the invitation 
as he realised that the Prince did 
no longer nourish any thoughts of 
attacking Kalinga. Now was the 
time to pay another visit to 
Kanakangi, he decided. 

The moment she saw Mayendra 


CHANLI 





in the palace, she fell at his feet. 


"You're no wizard or magician. 
You're God who has taken human 
form. For my sake, you went all out 
to do a lot of good things. I'm really 
fortunate." 

Mayendra sprang a surprise on 
her. "Kanakangi, I've come here to- 
day not with the desire of marrying 
you. I wantto take back the necklace 


and give you the freedom to marry | 


anyone whom you like." 


"You mean to say you don't like 


me? You don't love me?" asked 
Kanakangi, unbelievingly. 


"Thad a desire tomarry you while | 


I was only a magician,” he said, his 
face brightening up. "Now, I feel 
I've acquired more of spiritual pow- 


ers than human desires. That's why I | 
say, you should marry whoever you | 


have given a place in your heart and 


lead a happy life." Mayendra him- | 


self removed the necklace from 
Kanakangi and left the palace after 
blessing her. 

The vampire concluded the story 
there and turned to King 
Vikramaditya. "Mayendra was bent 
upon marrying Kanakangi and made 
all efforts to fulfil her conditions. 
But these efforts were at the same 
time taking him away from the 
princess. Why did he decline 
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Kanakangi's offer to marry him? If 
you know the answer and still refuse 
to tell me that, your head will be 
blown to pieces.” 
Vikramaditya had a ready reply. 
"In the beginning, Mayendra was 
ambitious that he should marry the 
most beautiful princess and be- 
come the lord of the universe. But 
he forgot his ambition and lost his 
| arrogance once he learnt from the 
goddess what is Love. He was able 
| to realise the feelings of the people 
| and recognise their wishes. He felt 


‘ Mohan stopped the car at the traffic 
signal, but was unable to start it when 
the light turned green. Soon it was red 
again, followed by amber. Apparently 

| the car had got stalled. The honking of 
the vehicles behind broughtthe traffic 

| constable to the scene. He asked, 
“Hey Mister, what's the matter? 
Haven't we got any colours that you 
like?” 


that it was only fair if he gave 
freedom to Kanakangi to choose 
her suitor. That was a righteous 
act. When he extended his love and 
affection to all people, he dis- 
carded his own desire for power 
and glory. Hence his decision." 

The vampire knew that the 
king had outwitted him. He gave 
him the slip and flew back to the 
ancient tree, taking the corpse 
along with him. Vikramaditya 
drew his sword and went after the 
vampire. 





A Friend In Need 


Animal tails often serve as fly swat- 
ters—especially the long tails. When 
an animal finds that its tail cannot 
reach some parts of the body, it goes 
in search of a friend; and they stand 
close together so that each one’s tail 
can drive away the fleas bothering the 
other animal. Normally the ‘friend’ will 
be from the same ‘community’ 


Good Night, But 
It’s Day! 


Just as we wake up in the 
morning and go to sleep at 
night, some plants too 
have a waking and sleep- 
ing pattern. Their flowers 
open up in daylight and 
close when it gets dark. It 
cannot, therefore, be 
strange that they do this 
“exercise” when they are 
exposed to artificial light at 
night or keptin adark room 
during the day—the flow- 
ers open up and close, 
respectively. 


Long (er) Life 


Man is among the living beings who 
enjoy a long life. However, there are 
some who live longer than man. For 
example, sea-anemone, which can 
live for centuries. Sponges, too, seem 
to be ageless creatures. Specimens of 
both these kept in laboratories have 
remained “alive” for over a hundred 
years. The secret of their long life is, 
those parts which “die” can regrow. 


















(Ravana is in a dilemma; most of his commanders, including his sons, have fallen in the battlefield. 
He now has to depend on his brother, Kumbhakarna, and sends for him. Kumbhakama, who has 


been 


sleeping for six months and has, therefore, been unaware of all that was happening to and 


in Lanka, is woken up with great difficulty. He vows to go to his brother's help, save his name and 
save Lanka. However, he has a word of advice to Ravana...) 





———- Kumbhakarna 
started for the palace of Ravana, 
after promising to save Lanka from 
the Vanara army and annihilating 
Rama, Lakshmana, Sugriva and 
other Vanara leaders. His confident 
strides inspired the soldiers of Lanka, 
who now got ready to fight under 
Kumbhakarna's orders. Some of 
them hurried to inform Ravana of 


his brother's presence in the palace. 

Some of the Vanara soldiers, who 
had only heard of Kumbhakarna and 
his exploits, now watched with awe 
the Rakshasa leader's stately move- 
ments. They were convinced that he 
must be a mighty warrior and it 
would be very difficult to overpower 
him, or stand against his strength. 
They cried aloud, "Oh! 





THE INVINCIBLE KUMBHAKARNA 











Kumbhakarna is awake!" 

When Rama saw the Vanara sol- 
diers retreating from the battlefield, 
he asked Vibhishana, "Who's this 
Kumbhakarna? Why are our sol- 
diers so afraid of him?" 

"Kumbhakarna is my elder 
brother,"Vibhishana began a de- 
scription of the Rakshasa hero, 
“younger to Ravana. He once de- 
feated Yama himself— the king of 
the demons — and is, therefore, con- 
sidered the mightiest among the 
Asuras. Unlike many others, he did 
not acquire his strength through 
boons from gods. He was born with 

all the strength that he now has. In 
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fact, that is his bane as well. Even 
when he was a little child, he was 
always hungry and so would not 
spare any living being. Everybody 
was afraid of him." 

Vibhishana continued his account 
of Kumbhakarna. "Complaints 
about him went to Indra. The lord of 
the Devas hit him with his famous 
weapon, Vajrayudha. Butit was just 
a breeze for Kumbhakarna, who 
roared like a lion. The roar reverber- 
ated, sending shock waves all over. 
Kumbhakarna then broke the tusk 
of Indra's mount, the elephant 
Airavata. He caught hold of one of 
the pieces and went after Indra. The 
lord assembled all the Devas and 
approached Lord Brahma himself. 
Brahmasentfor the Asuras and when 
he saw Kumbhakarna among them, 
he, too, was afraid of him. 
‘Kumbhakarna! People like you are 
harmful to the world,’ he addressed 
Kumbhakarna. ‘Was it to bring evil 
to the world that you were given 
birth to? To prevent you from doing 
any more harm, to anybody, I'm 
cursing you to suffer from sleep 
months and months together!’ 

“Thenextmoment, Kumbhakarna 
slumped in front of Brahma and 
began snoring,’ Vibhishana contin- 
ued his narration. "Ravana was 
MAMA 

















watching all these. So, he fell at the 
feet of Brahma. ‘Lord, you shouldn't 
have cursed Kumbhakarna like that. 
Afterall, you know very well thathe 
worships you. You must give him 
some reprieve. As his elder brother, 
I beseech you.' Brahma’s heart melt. 
‘Allright,’ he said, 'he shall sleep for 
six months and the next six months 
he'll be awake.' So, when he wakes 
up, he'll be full of hunger and thirst. 
He mustthen see before himall sorts 
of food. He would first eat and drink 
all that, only then will he get up. He 
must have just woken up after a six- 
month slumber. Our Vanara soldiers 
will not withstand his might. He'll 


catch all of them in one grasp and 
swallow them." 

After he had listened to 
Vibhishana, Rama asked the Vanara 
commander, Neela, to get ready to 
face Kumbhakarna. 

On reaching the palace, 
Kumbhakarna straight away went 
to Ravana's chambers. It was for the 
first time that he was seeing his 
brother in such deep sorrow. Ravana 
rushed toembracc his brother. "What 
happened to you, my dear brother?" 
asked Kumbhakarna. "Tell me. Isn't 
it my duty to share my brother's 
grief?" 

"Rama is the lone cause of my 
worry,” explained Ravana. “He's 
here with Sugriva and his Vanara 
army to fight with us. Several of our 
soldiers and commanders have al- 
ready lost their lives on the battle- 
field. Even my sons haven't been 
able to subdue Rama. That's why I 
sent for you. Go and fight them, and 
come back victorious after saving 
Lanka!" 

“Brother, hadn't I warned you 
earlier that we would be in trouble?" 
Kumbhakarna chided Ravana. “If 
only we had taken the advice of 
Vibhishana and sent back Sita, we 
wouldn't have come to this pass. But 
you were not agreeable to his 
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suggestion." 
| Ravana was angry with his 
| brother. "I had called you notto give 
me any advice." 

"As your brother I've every right 
to put wisdom in you," protested 
Kumbhakarna. "Whether you want 
| to accept it or reject it is your pre- 

rogative. You don't have to worry 
| about the enemy. I shall kill Rama 

and Lakshmana and wipe out the 
| entire Vanara army and come back 
| victorious. We both may have dif- 
ferences, but we're one when faced 
with disaster." 
| -Mahodara was listening to the 
| brothers' conversation. "Even 
| Ravana's sons haven't been able to 
| kill Rama. Do you think you're go- 
| ing to succeed? You've no idea of 
| his strength. Anyway you'll soon 
| experience it yourself." 
| Kumbhakarna did not like the 
| sneer on Mahodara's face. He stared 
| at the commander, but Mahodara 
| disregarded Kumbhakarna's anger 
| and turned to Ravana. "As we are 

fully aware of Rama's strength, let's 
| think of some other strategy. Why 
| not we announce that we've already 
| killed Rama? And let's arrange fora 
| celebration. That should upset Sita.” 
| “It's advices and suggestions like 


ba 


| this that have already brought harm 





to my brother," murmured 
Kumbhakarna. "Before wekillRama | 
and annihilate his army, we've to | 
remove dunces like you, Mahodara. | 
Anyway, I'm on my way to save all | 
of you.” 

Ravana tried to lighten the situa- | 
tion. "This Mahodara here easily | 
gets excited at the very mention of | 
Rama's name. And the word 'battle' 
will make him run to take shelter. | 
That's why he always thinks of short- | 
cuts. Who else do I have to fight for 
me, my dear brother? You getready 
and come back victorious. Glory be 
to you!" | 

Kumbhakarna carried only a | 





| shining trident -with him, .and no 
other weapon. "I shall go all alone; I 
don't need the help or escort of any- 
> body. Let me see how many Vanara 
| soldiers will become my prey." He 
| swung the trident this way and that 
| and challenged the Vanara army. 
| "Don't go alone, Kumbhakarna!" 
cautioned Ravana, “You may have 
| enough strength to kill Rama and 
| vanquish the Vanara army. Still, you 
must take an army with you. We 
can't take anything for granted." He 
put a tilak on the forehead of 
| Kumbhakarna and helped him wear 
his armour. Kumbhakarna then 
| bowed before his brother and took 
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his blessings. He led an army as 


advised by Ravana. 

"Those monkeys won't do any 
harm to us," Kumbhakarna told his 
soldiers so as to infuse some cour- 
age in them. "Do they know what 
fighting is ? They were enticed by 
Rama and Lakshmana to go with 
them to Lanka. They are only sacri- 
ficing the monkeys for their per- 
sonal ambition. Let's meet the 
Vanara leaders first!" 

The Rakshasa army approached 
the battlefield like a huge ocean 
wave. Some of the Vanara soldiers 


took fright and ran away. | 


Kumbhakarna enjoyed the sight and 
encouraged his own soldiers. 
"Why are you afraid of them?" 
Angada halted the Vanara soldiers. 
"Don't you have courage to fight 
them? Haven't we fought all the 
other Rakshasa’ leaders and van- 
quished them one by one? Where 
has that bravery now disappeared? 
Once on the battlefield, you must 


fight with courage. Only then will | 


victory be ours. Beware, the 
Rakshasas may resort to magic and 
wizardry. Kumbhakarnais one such 
Rakshasa. But we won't be afraid of 
him. Come on, forward!" 

The Vanaras retraced their steps 
and moved to meet the Rakshasa 








army. The soldiers were now full of 
enthusiasm. They caught hold of 
whatever came to their hands— 
boulders, stones, trees —and fought 
the Rakshasas in full vigour. They 
did not spare Kumbhakarna. Their 
attack was so sudden that he was 
caught unawares. But he did not 
stumble in his steps. He killed many 
Vanara soldiers. 

On seeing this, the Vanaras again 
took to their heels. Angada stopped 
them. "What foolishness! In battle, 
there'll be both defeats and victo- 
ties. Now that you've come all the 
way here to fight, it doesn't behove 
you to run away without offering a 
fight. It's our duty to fight till the 
finish. We shall certainly be victo- 
rious." 

The Vanara soldiers once again 
fought with enthusiasm. Now, 
Hanuman came there and prodded 
them with words of encouragement. 
He led Rishabha, Sarabha, Mainda, 
and other commanders to attack 
Kumbhakarna. 

Hewas, inthe meanwhile, notonly 
killing Vanaras, but whoever he 
could catch in his arms went into his 
wide mouth, Dwitiya took hold of a 
huge boulder and aimed it against 
Kumbhakarna. Itdid not fallon him. 
But it fell on several Rakshasa sol- 
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diers who were crushed under its 
weight. Many horses, too, were 
caught beneath the boulder. 
Dwitiya tried a second time, and 
the boulder missedits aim. Hanuman 
saw this and flew over Kumbhakarna 
showering stones and trees on him. 
Kumbhakarna evaded all of them by 
swinging his trident. Hanuman got 
very angry. He pulled out a larger 
boulder and threw it at 
Kumbhakarna. He was hit, and was 
shaken fora while, but he continued 
to fight. He aimed his trident at 
Hanuman and it went and pierced 
his chest. Hanuman cried aloud be- 
fore falling down unconscious. 











Neela went forward to attack 


to attack Kumbhakarna. They made 


Kumbhakarna. He, too, caught hold all sorts of attempts to fell him but to 
ofaboulderand threw it atKumbha- no avail. Victory appeared to be al- 


karna, who shattered itto pieces. The 
Vanara leaders then lined upinarow 
‘ 
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ways with Kumbhakarna. 
(To continue) 

















THE STREAM OF LIFE 


In the last issue of your magazine, you read some important facts about 
water and how important itis in the constitution of our home—the earth. Like 
light and air and earth and ether, water is a primary stuff from which life 
emerged. 

Water is present in the earth in many forms. It is stored underground; it is 
there as huge chunks of ice or snow; it surrounds the lands as oceans; It is. 
there as lakes and ponds, and it also flows as rivers. 

All these modes of water are equally important for us for different reasons. 
However, when we look at the history of civilisations, we see that it was on 
the banks of great rivers that human settlements were possible, culture and 
commerce grew, and poetry and philosophy were born. Like blood running 
through our veins and sustaining us, rivers run across continents and 
sustain civilisations. 

Indians looked upon the rivers as goddesses or mothers. They saw the 
presence of divine beings behind the rivers and worshipped them. But in 
modern times people seem to have given up this attitude. This has done us 
terrible harm. Rivers have been polluted, defiled, and abused. Factories set 
up on the river-banks discharge their chemical waste and other kinds of filth 
into the rivers. As the forests at the source of the rivers are destroyed, rocks 
and soil get loose and flow along with the stream. That raises the level of the 
river-bed. As a result, during rains, the river cannot contain all the extra 
water it gets. So, we have more floods and the havoc caused by them. 

Forget about all-the other uses of the river. Innumerable human beings 

. and animals depend on the river for their drinking water! What moral right 
has anybody to make them drink polluted water? 

It will prove dangerous to our health if the blood in our veins is poisoned. 
The polluted river water poses the same kind of danger to our earth. 

Advise and help everybody you know, who have factories on the river- 
bank or who ply power-boats or who deal with the rivers in other ways, to 
take such measures so that they do not pollute the rivers. Always raise your 
voice against felling of trees. 





FROM 'WATERLOO' TO 
WORLD RECORD 


Newspaper headlines screa med 
‘Bubka meets his Waterloo’ when this 30- 
time world cham pion pole vaulter left 
Barcelona in humiliation, as reported in 
our previous issue. For Sergei Bubka 
breaking world records seemed a mere 
child's play ! But before the world’s sigh 
died down, this Ukrainian athlete showed 
his grit by setting his 15th outdoor record 
at Padua, Italy, on August 30, by clearing 6.12 metres. No, he did not stop 
there. Amere 20 days later, he made it 6.13 metres atthe Toto Internatonal 
Meet in Japan. This was his 32nd world record since 1984.Among the 16 
records indoors is one in which he had already cleared 6.13 metres. At 
every meet, he raises the height by 1 cm! 

A FAMILY 


TRADITION 


It all started with Erwin 
Keller of Germany, whowona 
hockey Silver medal in the 
1936 Berlin Olympics (the gold 
went to India). His son, 
Carsten Keller, was in the 
German team which beat 
Pakistan to win the gold in the 
Munich Games in 1972. His 
son, Andreas Keller, played 
for Germany in the Barcelona 
final, beating Australia. 
Andreas's wifeAnke Wild, was 








in the German women's hockey 
team which won the silver at 
Barcelona, losing the final to Spain. 
Their son, Felix, is only 16 months 
old. But the parents have already 
given him a tiny hockey stick, with 
which he hits “hockey balls, par- 
ents, and everything,” to quo te fa- 
ther Andreas. But the ambitious 
parents are just waiting for the day 
when they can see their darling son 
play hockey and win an Olympic 
medal. 


RECORD IN THREE 


DAYS 


Moses Kiptanui of Kenya broke 
the world record twice within aweek, 
in two different events. On August 
16, he set a record in 3,000 metres 











clocking 7 min. 28.96 seconds, in 
Cologne, Germany. It was in the 
same place that Said Aouita of Mo- 
rocco had made the world mark, 
7:29.45 three years ago. Kiptanui's 
secondrecord came three dayslater 





in Zurich, when he clocked 8:02.08 
in the 3,000m steeplechase. The 
earlier record was with compatriot 
Peter Koech, 8:05.53 seconds. 


FOR YOUR =) 
SCRAPBOOK | 


Here are two more recent 
world records: Olympic cham- 
pion Chris Boardman covered 
5km in outdoor cycling in 5 min, 
38.083 sec in Leicester on Au- 
gust 22. He had won for Britain | 
its first cycling gold, after72years, | 
in Barcelona. | 


U.S.A.'s Dan O'Brien scored 8,891 points in decathlon to set a | 
world record in Talence, Fran ce, on September 5 Putting into pale 
8,847 points earned by Daley Thompson wi Britain i in ug 1984 Los | 


Angeles Games. 
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The Lighter Side 


WOOL ORWILL? 








(5) harmavira was a prosperous 
merchant of Kashmir. He used 
tomake good profits in his business, 
yet he was not quite happy and con- 
tented, so much so he spent sleep- 
less nights. 

One day, his friend called on him. 
Harichand came from a very ordi- 
nary family. However, he was satis- 
fied with whatever he had and was, 
therefore, happy. He never suffered 
from sleeplessness. Dharmavira 
wondered what could be the secret 
of his friend's contentment. He told 
Harichand how restless he was at 
night and what agony he was pass- 
ing through. 

Harichand smiled. "I know very 
well why you're not getting any sleep, 
my good friend," he said. "Take my 
advice. Leave your business forsome 
months and take rest. And if you 
find time hanging heavy, engage 
yourself in some useless work. “I'm 
sure you'll then enjoy good sleep." 
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"I'm afraid I won't be able to do 
that, Hari, " said Dharmavira, re- 
gretfully. "Whatever I do must give 
me some return. Before I take up 
anything, I normally find out the 
possible profits and losses. When 
that be the case, how can I think of | * 
leaving my business?” 

"That shouldn't be such a prob- 
lem," Harichand persisted. "There's 
no need for you to earn any more 
money, All that you've made is suf- 
ficient for the next five or six gen- 
erations in you family. Think up 
something to while away your time. 
And don't look into its profits and 
losses." 

As they were discussing the 
proposition, they heard some ani- 
mals passing that way making loud 
noises. “What is that?" queried 
Harichand. 

“Oh! That's another headache!" 
wailed Dharmavira. "This is an ev- 
eryday ay affair here. Sheep and goats! — 





What else? They've made it a habit 
to run along the street, making all 
kinds of noises. Can't help suffering 
this nuisance. I tell you, Hari, I'm 
really fed up. Please save me from 
all this!" 

Harichand thought for a while. "I 
think I've found something quite 
Suited to you. You forget your busi- 
ness and sit in the portico here from 
morning till evening counting the 
number of sheep that pass this way. 
Instead of counting notes, you'll be 
counting goats, that’s all. You'll find 
it equally interesting. And I assure 
you, you'll get good sleep," said 
Hari, as he got up to leave. 

A couple of days later, Harichand 
called on his friend again. He was 
expecting to see Dharmaviranotonly 
happy but sleeping soundly. He was 
wrong. Dharmavira was his old self, 
looking miserable. What should be 
| bothering him now? thought 
| Harichand, bewildered. After all, he 
| had only tocount sheep. "Didn't you 
| do as I advised, Dharmavira?" he 

asked of his friend. "Then, why this 
| worried look?" 

"I did just as you wanted me," 
responded Dharmavira. "I sat in the 
portico and counted the sheep. Then 

| Lhad a doubt whether I had counted 
correctly. So, [followed the animals 


Ges 
to the grazing ground and 
count— not once but thrice. It was 


only then that I found that I had not | 


gone wrong. There were a thousand 
animals." 

“What do you mean?" Harichand 
could not believe his ears. "Did you 
say a thousand sheep?" 

“Yes. And they would give at 
least four thousand pounds of wool,” 
replied Dharmavira confidently. 

Harichand was surprised. "I had 
only asked you to count the sheep 


made a | 





and not how much wool they would | 


yield, “he pulled up his friend. 
“There are quite a few people 
here who knit wool," 


said | 


Dharmavira casually. "If I could give | 








them the wool, they would spin some. 
three thousand pounds of wool 
thread. And if I sell it, I would earn 
a net profit of one lakh rupees. I was 
contemplating whether I should 
bargain for the wool." 

Harichand became impatient. 
"Stop it! If you engage yourself in 
such thoughts, how will you get any 
sleep at all? I now have a good idea 
of what you are suffering from. 
When I asked you to count the ani- 
mals, you thought of making a 
business out of the proposition. Now, 
you won't have any sleep until you 
buy the wool, convert it to thread, 
and have garments made of it. 
That was not the purpose for which 
I asked you to count the sheep!" 
Harichand sounded really des- 
perate. 

Dharmavira listened to his friend 
in silence. "Mind you, all the sheep 
that walk this street are not 
yours,"remarked Harichand. "So 
there's no point in estimating how 


much wool they yield, how TaneH | 
thread the wool would give, and | 
how much profit you would make. 
This is how you get your worries 
from your business, too. Your busi- 
ness is giving you a lot of worry and 
botheration. You alone can solve 
these problems, and no one else. I 
tried my best to save you, but I 
failed. I now wash my hands off 
your problem!" 

"You've mistaken me, my good 
friend,"said Dharmavira. "You did 
tell me how I can enjoy good sleep. 
I'm going to abide by your advice." 
He smiled. | 

"Oh! So, you've at last found a 
medicine for your ailment?" said 
Harichand with a sneer. "And, tell 
me how much profit will you earn 
from that?" 

Dharmavira took hold of his 
friend's hand and told him in| 
whispers,"I'm handing my business | 
over to my sons. After that, I can 
sleep away to glory! #! 





Salesmanship 


Veerayya’s footwear shop had a good location—facing a crossroad— ~ 


which none would miss; naturally, he expected some good business. It was 
so in the beginning, but gradually it waned. He wondered why many people 
did not step into his shop or if ever they did, why they went away without 
buying even a pair. They found that the slippers and sandals in the shop 
were either too small or too big for their feet. No wonder they went away 
disappointed. If this went on for some days, Veerayya feared, he might have 
to close shop for ever. He thought of devising ways to improve his business. 
One day, he received a customer, who selected two pairs and wished to 
try them on his feet. Somehow he felt that they were too tight and was about 
to go. Veerayya stopped him. “Sir, these are leather sandals, and so may 
take a few days to loosen. | feel you should take them.” The man was struck 
by Veerayya’s argument. “All right, | shall take one pair.” He paid for the pair, 
took the packet, and went away. 
A\little later, another person came with his little son. “I wantto buy a pair for 
him,” said the man. Veerayya showed them a couple of pairs and the boy 
tried them out. “Father, they're loose. They don’t stay on my feet.” 


The man was about to go away with his son, when Veerayya suggested, 
“Sir, they may be loose now. But in a few days, your son will find them 
comfortable. After all, he’s growing day by day, isn’t he?” 

The man appeared convinced by Veerayya's argument. “All right, | shall 
buy one pair.” 


As father and son left his shop, Veerayya wondered whether he had not 
already learnt salesmanship. 
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No Favouritism 









[ n Melegram village, Mangalam 
Wee a fairly well-to-do woman. 
| She became a widow rather early in 
| life, when she was hardly thirty. She 
| had two sons and a daughter and 
| brought them up single-handed. 
When they grew up, she found a 
bridegroom for her daughter and 
conducted her marriage with due 
paraphernalia. Soon, her sons found 
brides for themselves and she re- 
ceived both daughters-in-law with a 
lot.of affection. 
Theeldestson had two boys, while 
a son and a daughter were born to 
her younger son. The daughter gave 
birth toa baby girl. Mangalam loved 
all her five grandchildren much more 
than herowntwo sons and daughter. 
The children also loved their grand- 
mother, and would seldom part from 
her. 
The two sons discussed their 
children's education as they grew 





up. "That should not worry you at 
all," Mangalam told them, "I'm tak- 
ing that responsibility on myself. I 
shall go with them tothe town, where 


they can be admitted to one of the © 
good schools. I shall look after their _ 
studies and take care of their health | 


as well." 

Her sons were happy when she 
disclosed her plans. She took the 
three boys and the girl tothe nearby 
town, rented a house, and admitted 
them to a good school. A few days 
later, Mangalam's daughter and son- 
in-law went to her along with their 
daughter, and suggested that the girl, 


too, should stay with her grand- | 


mother and cousins and pursue her 
studies in a town school, as the 
schools in their village were medio- 
cre. Mangalam readily agreed to the 
suggestion. 

However, there came about a 


sudden change in her attitude. The 
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five children would sit together for 
their meal when the grandmother 
served food. She would always puta 
little extra on the plate of her 
daughter's daughter. The other four 
| children were upset over this par- 
| tiality on the part of their grand- 








| mother, but as they were afraid of 
| her, they kept quiet. 
| Mangalam's elder son's boy, 
| Sekhar, was an exception. He be- 
| lieved that his grandmother was im- 
| partial and innocent of any 
favouritism. When vacation came 
| and the children rejoined their par- 
| ents, he alone was all praise for his 
| grandmother, while his brother and 


‘| two cousins were full of grievances 





interjected his mother. 2 


about her. 

Mangalam's elder daughter-in- 
law was horrified. "This is really 
unfair - that your mother gives an 
extra helping of everything only to 
her daughter's daughter, and not to 
our children! They're also her 
grandchildren, aren't they?" she 
complained to her husband. 

Their son, Sekhar, happened to 
overhear this. "Mother, they seem 
to have 
grandmother's attitude. She serves 
food to my cousin in our presence, 
and she gives enough to all of us, 
Where then is any favouritism?" 

"That's what I too wantto know,” 


misunderstood | 














is given extra milk, why can't your 
grandmother give you also extra 
milk?" she asked excitedly. 

“Mother, I'm sorry you, too, have 
misunderstood grandmother," re- 
marked Sekhar. "After all, they are 
little kids and one can understand 
their ignorance. But you should 
know better. We four children be- 
long to grandmother's family, 
whereas my cousin is from another 
family. She may be grandmother's 
daughter's daughter, butshe belongs 
to a different family. And as 
such, she deserves special 
attention, doesn't she? It is just our 
duty." 

Mangalam, who was in the next 





room preparing some delicacies, 
now joined them. "I've been listen- 
ing to your conversation. I'm really 
surprised that Sekhar is even now 
quite mature. See how he has con- 
vinced you with his argument! I'm 
sure he'll go far in life. I never 
realised that this silly affair would 
take such proportions. I shall be 
careful in future.” ( 
“What a pity!" said Sekhar's 
mother, full of remorse and regret. 
“Ididn'thave that much wisdom that 
my little son has. How cleverly has. 
he defended his grandmother! Fhope 
you'll forgive me if [have hurt you,” 
she said, as she took her mother-in- 


law's hands in hers. 









M 
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Bitter is patience, but its fruit is sweet. 
He spends best that spares to spend again. 
loney spent on the brain is never spent in vain. 











LEAVES FROM THE LIVES OF THE GREAT 


Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru was 
Congress President at that time — 
some ten years before he became 
independent India's first Prime 
Minister. He was on a whirlwind 
tour of Tamilnadu and was about to 
leave for Madurai after a visit to 
Coimbatore. Mr. Avinashilingam 
Chettiar, who was then President of 
the District Congress Committee 
(he later became Education Minis- 
ter of Madras), was seeing him off 
when he noticed a lot of scratcheson 
Panditji's hands, from the forehand 
to the elbow. Some of them were 
apparently deep, as blood was 
oozing from them. He was horri- 
fied, when he was told that the 


Marks of people's love 





thousands of people who had 
come for the public meeting had 
insisted on shaking hands with 
Panditji. 

Mr. Chettiar felt sorry that the 
people of his districthad also harmed 
him while honouring him. “What is 
there to be sorry about? " asked 
Nehru of the Congress functionary. 
"Tmonly worried thatthese scratches 
might heal too soon, They're the 
marks of the people's love for me, | 
and I'm grateful to them." 

No wonder Panditji remained the 
people's darling even when he had 
to distance himself from them 
sometimes, after he became Prime 
Minister. as 














Who said, " A light has gone out of our lives.” 
- Sufir Shaheen, Calcutta © 


That was how Prime Minister Jawahadal Nehru referred to the death by 
assassination of Mahatma Gandhi, when he addressed the Constituent 
Assembly on January 31, 1948. 


There is no East Bengal in India. There is only one Bengal in India which 
can be called Bengal State. Why Is it still being referred to as West 
Bengal ? 
- S. Imam Saheb, Cuddapah 
After the partition of Bengal into West Bengal and East Bengal, both 
remained separate provinces of British India. At the time of the Partitionin 1947, 
. East Bengal was given away to Pakistan and was renamed East Pakistan, till 
it was liberated during the India-Pakistan war in December 1971, making way 
for the establishment of Bangladesh. It is true there is no East Bengal now in 
India or elsewhere. However, West Bengal remains one of the States of 
Independent India as recognised by and mentioned in our Constitution. Any 
change in nomenclature will require an amendment of the Constitution, in the 
Parliament. 
Why do we feel as light as feather when we stand on the moon ? 
- Ashutosh V.Shah, Mangalore 


The gravitational force that we experience on earth is a unique phenomenon 
which is absent onthe moon. The earth attracts every objectto itself, as Newton 
found out when he saw an apple falling to the ground. When the spacecraft 
leaves the earth's atmosphere and pulls out of its gravitational force during its 
flight, the astronauts feel weightlessness. They have a similar experience 
when they stand on the moon, which has no atmosphere. Nor does it exert any 
atmospheric pressure. is 





Dow't let his dreams fade away. 


Make them come true 
_ with the Children’s Gift Growth Fund. 


Give your child a gift that with him. 
Invest in Unit Thar! btanes Cit Cometh 
Fund. When your child tums 21, the money 
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PHOTO CAPTION CONTEST 





M. Natarajan M. Natarajan 


Can you formulate a caption in a few words, to suit these pictures related to 
each other? If yes, you may write it on a post card and mail it to Photo 
Caption Contest, Chandamama, to reach us by 20th of the current month, A 
reward of Rs.100/-will go to the best entry which will be published in the 
issue after the next. 





The Prize for September '92 goes to :- 
Gopalakrishnan K. 

7/343 Sree Lakshmi, 

Sekharipuram, 

PALAKKAD - 678 010. Kerala State. 


The Winning Entry :'POSE' — ‘POSTER’ 





PICKS FROM THE WISE 
Itis betterto have loved and lost than neverto have loved 
at all. 
- Tennyson 


There are sadder hearts than yours, go and comfort 
them, and that will comfort you. 


- Anonymous 


red as a Newspaper in Sri 





